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that under these very trees she trembled in the arms of
her lover, that these cold pavements have felt the tender-
ness of her feet, this marble the wealth and sweetness of
her body.
And seeing that Seville is so full of the memory of
women, of women's laughter like the song of a bird full
of delight, that you may often hear in the evenings in
Triana, of the voices of women singing children to sleep,
of their hands that float like lilies in the Sevillana dance, of
their movements full of languor and grace, it is after all
just their delight which is the charm of the city herself,
an infinite variety in which you will find everything you
desire. Something pensive, spell-bound, but half-real in
the strait, winding Moorish streets, the delicate, sleeping
patios, through which the moonlight creeps like a ghost,
combines inconsequently but not unfortunately at all
with the melancholy of the Fdbrica or the Pottery sheds,
the romance of the busy Guadalquivir, the noise and
beauty of the quays, the groups of foreign sailors you
may see there; while the freedom of the sulky gipsies of
Triana, who seem ever about to cry out at you or to
spring upon you, contrasts strangely enough with the
dignity and seclusion of the women of Andalusia, their
immense ennui and calmness, as it were, their look of
exhausted delight, stupefied by their own stupidity.
And so in the spring or autumn evenings, and in
winter too, if after the strangely elaborate frugality of
the Spanish dinner you enter the Gate de Novedades, for
instance, you may see the Andalusian women dancing
very beautifully, though a little wearily, to the clapping
of hands, the throb of the guitar, the eagerness of the
castanets. Just there, I think, you will find the most
perfect and the most natural expression of life in
Andalusia. It is not a joyful thing at all, this strange,
vivid struggle, in a dance that is like a battle in the soul